CHAPTER 62 


June 15, 2011 


“Man summer clothes are the best!” 


Everyone had gone to Junes after-school to hang out, which was a nice change of 
pace from the rooftop at the school. There was food to be eaten, drinks to be drunk, 
and stairs to not be climbed. Well, maybe a few; but not as many as the way to the 
roof. They had all been talking about random topics when Yosuke suddenly brought 
up the topic of summer clothes. As of Monday, everyone had swapped out their 
winter attire for their summer clothing; or at least, most of them did. Justin still wore 
his hoodie, much to the surprise of everyone else. He had to have been dying in 
that thing with all this heat; but alas, he didn’t give a fuck. 


“Agreed.” Yu remarked, a slight nod of his head. It seemed he hadn’t quite caught 
on that Yosuke had been eyeing the girls when he made that remark; though, he 
probably would agree either way. Unfortunatly for Yosuke, however, Yukiko, Chie, 
and Justin had all caught on to the undertones in his remark; and none were 
particularly pleased. Though Justin had to agree to a certain extent; the look totally 
worked for both of them. Not that he would be using it as an excuse to check them 
out like Yosuke was. Justin did have SOME manners. 


“What’s that supposed to mean?” Chie remarked, her eyes dropped into a glare as 
she eyed Yosuke from across the table. “You've got a weird, pervy look in your 
eyes.” 


Oh, so no different than usual? Justin thought to himself. 


“And that sounded kinda creepy...” Yukiko added, a slight look of annoyance on her 
face. 


Oh, so no different than usual? Justin repeated in his mind. 


“Oh c’mon; he agreed with me! How come I’m the only one getting all the crap!?” 
Yosuke spat out; slightly irritated that the two girls were less the susceptible to his 
perverted comment. That only served to irritate Justin more. Like seriously, what 
the fuck did you expect? You're pretty much undressing them with your eyes over 
there, which would be fucked up enough on its own; but you’re also doing it to my 
girlfriend. Have some fucking class man. 


“I didn’t think you meant it like that...” Yu remarked, giving Yosuke a slight glare of 
his own. He agreed with him one hundred percent; summer clothes WERE 
awesome, but that didn’t mean you should say it straight to their faces. Besides, the 
girls (and Justin) both had him in kind of a tight spot here. He couldn’t just shout 


‘yep, you guys look smokin’ in summer clothes.’ Not if he wanted to keep his balls 
where they were anyway. Yosuke seemed almost shocked by Yu’s betrayal. 
Whatever happened to ‘bros before hoes?’ He also had to make sure to make a 
mental note not to let Chie ever know he called her a hoe in his head. He’d be dead 
within seconds 


“So should we draw straws to decide who gets to kick Yosuke’s ass this time?” 
Justin remarked, turning his attention to the two girls sitting next to him, his 
eyebrow raised as though posing a legitimate question; mostly because he was. It 
wasn’t uncommon for Yosuke to walk away from these sessions with a busted lip, 
and Yosuke knew it. Which is why he had started panicking at Justin’s suggestion of 
raffling off the right to murder him. 


“Please don’t.” Yosuke remarked a grimace on his face. The three just shrugged at 
each other before all simultaneously delivering a kick to him from below the table; 
Chie got him in the balls, Justin his kneecap, Yukiko the side of his leg. And it all 
hurt. Yosuke wasn’t sure what he should be putting priority on as he huddled up in 
pain; though he did eventually make the obvious decision, clutching his hands 
against his crotch as though that would help with the pain. “-otherfucker....” 


“How the hell do you manage to get him in the balls every time?” Justin questioned 
in an aside to Chie; his eyes still focused on Yosuke as he squirmed about in pain in 
his seat. Chie shrugged a little bit. It wasn’t like she practiced or anything; she 
guessed she was just lucky. Or maybe she just had a natural inclination to beat the 
crap out of Yosuke. She wouldn’t rule the latter out. 


Everyone had been kind of enjoying watching Yosuke get what he deserved when 
Justin’s phone went off. And thankfully, he had changed his ringtone to something 
less awful: Aenema by Tool, to be precise. The group was a bit confused who could 
be calling Justin; | mean, his contact list consisted mainly of the people surrounding 
him right now. There were only three other people who they could think of that 
knew Justin’s number; Maya, Kurt, and MAYBE Kanji. Justin shuffled through his 
pockets before grabbing his cell and holding it up to his eyes, checking the number 
on its screen. It was Maya. He flipped the phone open before pressing it to his ear. 


“Hey Maya. What’s up.” 


“Uh... K-Kurt’s outside the house...” Maya stuttered out, clearly panicking. Justin bit 
his bottom lip; he hadn’t spoken to Kurt since he had beaten the ever loving shit out 
of Justin back in his house. He could only assume that he was there in regards to 
that. Justin didn’t really hold a grudge, of course; he knew Kurt was a good guy. But 
the problem still arose in that Maya was deathly afraid of the guy. It’s not like he 
could tell her to just open the door for him. He sighed slightly. 


“Alright, alright. I’ll be over there in a minute.” He spoke into the phone before 
flipping it closed; not so much as waiting for a response from Maya. Everyone had 


started to give Justin some strange looks as he stood up from his chair; ready to 
leave and resolve this problem. 


“Huh? What’s up?” Chie asked from her seat next to him. 


“Kurt’s at the house right now, and Maya’s deathly afraid of the guy.” Justin 
answered. Everyone seemed a little upset that Justin had to leave so soon. As much 
of an ass as he could be at times, he kind of was the life of the party. Still, they 
realized that if Maya was afraid of someone standing at his door, he probably should 
resolve the issue. They gave him a quick nod and wave as he departed from the 
food court. 


“Why couldn’t that call have come earlier...” Yosuke moaned from his fetal position 
in his chair, still clutching at his balls. 


“Is he still that mad that he isn’t going to open the door...” Kurt mumbled to 
himself, starring at the entrance to Justin’s house. He had seen someone in the 
window, though he was completely unaware that had been Maya and not Justin. He 
didn’t even know Maya had been in Inaba, let alone that she was staying at Justin’s 
place. He sighed a bit, tapping his foot. He wasn’t going to leave until he got to 
apologize to the guy. Even if he didn’t accept his apology, he was going to say that 
he at least tried. Needless to say, Kurt was completely startled when he heard 
Justin’s voice coming not from the inside of the house, but behind him. 


“Hey Kurt. Need something?” Kurt jumped a bit, turning around with shock to be 
met by the sight of Justin approaching him, hand in his pockets. Justin was a little 
confused why Kurt had been so startled, but dismissed it anyway. 


“Holy shit, where the hell did you come from?” 


“Well Maya gave me a call and said you were here, so | figured I’d stop by and see 
what you wanted.” 


“Maya?” Kurt questioned, eyebrow raised. He had no idea what the hell Justin was 
talking about. Maya was back in California, how would she know Kurt was at Justin’s 
house? Justin had to smack himself upside the head, having completely forgotten 
that Kurt had no idea Maya was living with him. 


“Oh uh... Well it’s a long story, but Maya’s staying at my house.” Justin awkwardly 
explained, trying not to give Kurt any insight into the television or his kidnapping or 
anything like that. You could tell Kurt was even more confused now though. 


“Staying at—How the hell did she even get here!?” 


“Like | said. Long story.” Justin coughed. It wasn’t a very long story actually; she 
jumped into a television, came out through this one. But he obviously couldn’t tell 


Kurt that. Kurt was still confused out of his goddamned mind, but he could tell Justin 
had no intention on spilling the beans. 


“So then the person | saw in the house...?” 
“Yep. Maya.” 


“Well that would certainly explain a few things...” He muttered to himself, looking 
off to the side, as though talking to someone who wasn’t there. He eventually 
turned back towards Justin, a slight look of sorrow on his face as he rubbed at the 
back of his neck. “Uh... Look, about last time...” 


“You still hung up about that?” Justin remarked, a wide smirk on his face, a chuckle 
under his breath. “Dude, don’t worry about it. | had it coming.” He really wished 
Kurt had picked a better time to knock him unconscious though; maybe then he 
would have been able to get a look at his kidnapper. Kurt was still frowning, despite 
Justin’s reassurance that he hadn’t done anything wrong. Sure, Justin was being a 
total prick, and he did strike first; but Kurt should have been the bigger man. 
Violence never solved anything. Well... It solved a few things. This wasn’t one of 
those things though. 


“Still, | feel bad. | know it’s not much but | brought you some smokes as my way of 
saying ‘sorry | spilt your blood all over your wall.’” Kurt tossed over a pack of 
cigarettes to Justin. Justin smiled slightly, though he wasn’t particularly thrilled 
either. He still had that carton Kurt had given him earlier to hold him over, and 
besides, he didn’t really NEED a gift for being a douchebag. Still, he appreciated the 
gesture. “I know | gave you some before, but hey. That’s what | sell. You’re probably 
going to need those now that Maya’s staying with you, anyway.” 


“Probably.” Justin remarked, raising his eyebrows. He had completely forgotten 
about Maya’s smoking habits. Now that he thought about it; that carton of smokes 
Kurt had given him would be gone in no time if the two of them had to split it. Just 
mark that off as one more thing Justin would have to set aside money for. At these 
point Justin was starting to feel like Maya’s parents; no money to actually spend on 
their kid, but still needing to anyway. It was really creepy in a way. 


“Well then, | guess | should get going...” Kurt eventually spoke up, tipping his 
fedora forward slightly. Justin bit at his lip for a brief moment. Sure, Kurt’s business 
there was done... But there was still the matter of Maya’s fear of Kurt... Maybe it 
would do her some good to talk things over with Kurt; or at the very least see he 
poses no threat to her. 


“Not going to say hi to Maya?” Justin smirked. Kurt twisted his head to the side and 
shrugged slightly. He hadn’t seen Maya in a while, so he supposed it would be 
alright. So long as it was quick; even though he had been waiting here all day, he 
DID have a business to run, and the longer he spent here, the more work he had to 


make-up and cram into the remaining hours of the day. Kurt stepped out of the way 
to allow Justin to make his way to the front door; placing his key in the doorknob 
and turning it. He opened the door outwards ready to step in. 


“Hey May-“ 


His words were immediately cut off by Maya’s fist jabbing into his skull. Hard too. 
He jolted his head forward in pain as she withdrew her fist; his now bruised eye 
resting against his palm, as he tried to hold back the pain. Maya looked mortified as 
she realized she had just punched Justin. She had heard the door opening and 
assumed that it was Kurt. She figured that maybe if she hit him hard enough when 
he opened the door he’d go down for the count; then she could escape. Needless to 
say, she was more than a little surprised to find Justin in Kurt’s stead. She placed 
the tip of her knuckle in between her teeth, as though trying to stop herself from 
saying anything. It didn’t work. 


“Oh my god, Justin! I’m so sorry!” 


“Whyyyy....” He moaned, clutching at his black and blue eye. Why was it always his 
eyes that were being punished? Just once, he’d like to have attention being drawn 
away from his eyes, not towards it. Kurt looked on in slight confusion as Maya 
frantically tried to apologize for randomly socking one to Justin. 


“I’m sorry! | thought you were Kurt and—“ 


“Whoa, whoa, you were trying to punch me? Not cool.” Kurt interrupted once he 
realized what was going on. That punch to the eye was intended for Kurt, not Justin. 
Maya practically jumped back in fear when she realized that Kurt wasn’t gone yet. 
She hadn’t noticed him from where he was standing until she heard his voice; and 
now he knew Maya had just tried to beat the ever loving shit out of him. Maybe if 
she jumped out one of the windows she’d make it out... She slowly backed away 
from the door, clearly afraid of being within more than an arm’s length between the 
two. 


“Oh uh... h-hi Kurt... N-no... I'd never do that to you...” She stuttered, trying to 
sweet-talk Kurt, as though that would actually help if Kurt was legitimately pissed 
off at her. Sure he was a little annoyed that Maya had practically tried to jump him, 
but he wasn’t going to strangle her or anything. Quite frankly, he was a little more 
annoyed at how afraid Maya seemed of him. 


“Did | do something?” 


“Alright, enough of this bullcrap!” Justin shouted, having finally regained his 
composure after having his eye brutally assaulted by Maya. “If we’re going to stoop 
as low as trying to murder each other when we open doors, we're resolving this 
issue NOW.” 


“Issue?” Kurt spoke up, half confused. Clearly Maya seemed afraid of him, but he 
wasn’t really sure there was much of a problem. Maya did of course, flashing Justin 
a slight dirty look, shaking her head from side to side in fear. She did not want to be 
in the same room as Kurt, let alone talk to the man. 


“Kurt, Maya here is afraid of you because of the whole cigarette incident.” 


“Wait, what?” Kurt spoke up, completely and utterly confused. That couldn’t be 
righ- No wait, it totally was. He could see Maya glaring hard at Justin as he let those 
words slip out of his mouth. Clearly she didn’t like what she was hearing, which 
meant it was probably true. Maya chuckled awkwardly a she noticed Kurt giving her 
a funny look. Clearly she didn’t want Kurt to think she was afraid of him; after all, 
that just made her an easier target. 


“N-no, nothing lik-“ 


“Maya, | swear to fucking GOD if you don’t quite bullshitting here, I’m going to kick 
your fucking ass all the way to Tiananmen Square.” Justin’s eyes started to glow a 
yellowish color for a brief moment, though they weren’t enveloped entirely in that 
golden color like last time. Justin forced his eyes close when he started to feel 
something was off. He felt almost light-headed as he began to get more and more 
pissed. And he had a good idea why. The shadow didn’t gain control, but it came 
damn close. 


Maya’s mouth was slightly ajar having seen the strange colored aura resonating 
from Justin’s eyes. It wasn’t entirely unusual to Maya; after all, her eyes did 
something similar when using Persona abilities in the television. Still, she had never 
seen it happen to Justin before, and never had she seen that happen outside of the 
television. Hell, even Maya couldn’t do it outside of the television, so what the hell 
was Causing Justin’s eyes to flicker like that. Justin shook his head a bit, clearing 
whatever remaining grip his shadow had over him from his mind. He immediately 
followed that up by giving Maya slight glare and gesturing his head over towards 
Kurt. Maya bit her lip as she turned her attention to Kurt, his arms crossed in front 
of his chest, his eyebrows raised in confusion. She gave an awkward wave and grin 
his way before moving her body close to Justin, whispering to him so Kurt couldn’t 
hear them. 


“Are you out of your goddamned mind?” 


“Please, | think I’m the only sane one here.” That was really saying something 
considering technically Justin was a schizophrenic now. 


“Don’t make me do this.” She choked up with fear. Justin just shook his head before 
grabbing Maya by the shoulders and turning her around to face Kurt, shoving her 
forward slightly so the two were a mere foot or two apart. Maya’s eyes grew wide in 


terror, though she tried to fake a smile as Kurt stared her down from where he was 
standing. She doubted she could outrun him from this close. “Uh...H-hey Kurt...” 


“Is that true?” Maya bit her lip, clearly not comfortable answering the question. 
“You're afraid of me?” 


“Please don’t hurt me.” Kurt just shook his head in disappointment. He didn’t think 
he did anything wrong, though if he did he was sincerely sorry for it. However, he 
doubted he himself was to blame for this. It was Maya who failed to be able to trust 
him, not the other way around. As for Justin, he was just rubbing his forehead with 
annoyance. This was just embarrassing to watch. Kurt puffed out a bit of hot air, 
loosening the tension in his brow. 


“Now why would | want to do that?” Kurt remarked, slightly saddened to see Maya 
in such fear of him. “I’m not mad about the cigarette thing. Accidents happen.” 
Expensive accidents... 


“Y-You’re not...?” 


“Nah. | wouldn’t get mad at my favorite customer over something like that.” Kurt 

smirked. She WASN'T his favorite customer; that was a title he reserved for Justin. 
Maya was a close second though. Maya sighed in slight relief. She wasn’t sure she 
entirely believed Kurt, but she was willing to give him a chance. ONE chance. 


“...Sorry for trying to punch you in the face.” 


“Believe me; that happens to me at least twice a week.” Kurt joked. Maya chuckled 
Slightly, much to his relief. It meant that the tension between the two was gone. Of 
course, none in the room was more relieved than Justin, who had been sick and 
fucking tired of seeing Maya act like that. He finished rubbing at his head, trying to 
get rid of the headache he had gotten from his shadow trying to butt in, and had 
crossed his arms in front of him once more. 


“Alright, so are you two good?” Justin questioned, still slightly irate. 


“| guess...?” Maya remarked. She wasn’t quite sure herself. Kurt just shrugged his 
shoulders. 


“Well in that case I’m going inside to get an icepack. Fuck this stings...” Justin 
groaned as he stepped through the doorway to his house. That just left Maya and 
Kurt alone outside, and quite frankly, Maya was still a litthe uncomfortable. Kurt 
could obviously tell too, given that he almost immediately dismissed himself. It 
wasn’t like he didn’t have work to be doing anyway. 


“Well, I’ve got work | need to get done. Take it easy Maya.” Kurt gave a tip of his 
fedora and one of his trademark grins as he made his way off of Justin’s front porch. 
Maya sighed in relief as Kurt left. She wasn’t AS afraid of him as before, but she was 


still scared all the same. It took her a moment before she turned back around to go 
inside. She was met by the sight of Justin digging through the freezer as she walked 
in, pulling out an ice-pack and placing it against his eye. She just sort of watched 
him for a moment before he finally turned around to go to the couch; or be met by 
the sight of Maya standing there, either or. 


“Hey Justin?” Maya spoke up, starring at his bruised face. He raised his eyebrow in 
curiosity. 


“Yeah?” 


You know how curiosity killed the cat? Well, it didn’t always kill, but sometimes it 
stung like a bitch. Maya swung her hand forward, slapping him across the face; 
leaving behind a red handprint across the right side of his face. Justin’s jaw was 
wide open by the time his head had finished recoiling from the blow. What in the 
fuck was with people lately that they wouldn’t stop hitting him? This must be what 
Yosuke felt like; only Justin didn’t have it coming. He rubbed at his cheek before 
turning his attention back to Maya. 


“That’s for pushing me into a possible psychopath.” She shouted, her finger pointed 
at Justin’s face before she pushed off in the opposite direction; jumping on the 
couch, legs sprawled across it. Justin just shook his head in disgust. Maya could be 
really sweet, but god forbid you forced her to do something she didn’t want to; then 
not even the god’s could save you from her wrath. 


“Hate to break it to ya’ Maya, but who the hell do you think you’re living with?” 
“A bigger psychopath.” 


“You know me so well.” 


